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Heart Burn 


by Lexibee 


I thought I needed to get out, to go somewhere where nobody could see my pain. A place 
where I was actually safe, not this infernal place. But they wouldn't let me leave. And 
now... I don't want to leave. Zemyx with a side of Akuroku. AU. 


Chapter one 


Pairings: Zemyx, Akuroku, and other potential pairings. 


Rating: T for various scenes later on, which could include suicide and disturbing imagery, 
but nothing more graphic then you would find in your average movie. (Think Lifetime 
movies...) 


Disclaimer: I do not own Kingdom hearts or the characters involved. :) 


With a great internal sigh, I found myself staring into the lackluster eyes of possibly the world's 
most irritating person. This pest was perched on a windowsill, as if he was trying to show 
dominance and power by sitting in a high spot. I have always found that therapists are the most 
pretentious ones in the medical profession. Using their power to get you to spill every ounce of 
secret that you hold, leaving you with no privacy or power over yourself. Or perhaps I just have a 
skewed view of this particular profession, seeing as how every therapist I have had the pleasure of 
being in the room with has treated me like an insignificant bug. 


The pest tapped his pencil on his clipboard, annoyance flickering across his normally uninteresting 
features. I grinned internally at this, how my unending silence brought most therapists to the peaks 
of what they could stand. 


"Mr. Ishida...," Another tap, tap, tap of that pencil. "You simply cannot just keep ignoring me in 
these sessions. The whole point is to get behind your feelings so you can begin to act in non- 
destructive and healthy ways." 


Tl never give him the satisfaction, 1 frowned in my mind. 


I didn't even want to be here, so participating and letting pests like this Dr. James have power over 
me is just pointless. With that, I glanced at the over-sized clock that was hanging on the wall. 


Looks like it is time for my exit, | shrugged and stood up with my usual grace and strode out of the 
oppressing office, and into the brightness of the main room of ward 6. 


I narrowed my eyes slightly as I glanced around at the room that was slowly becoming familiar, 
the walls stretched high and overly tall windows traced one of the said walls. They seemed to put 
a lot of effort into making this room presentable and inviting, perhaps one of their attempts to 
make us feel comfortable. My eye twitched in annoyance at the thought, wanting nothing to do 
with this place. 


I just want to go home... 


After wiping oncoming tears out of my eyes and shaking my face into its usual emotionless state, I 
strode over to the growing line of patients who were waiting for their morning medication. I 
peered at the other patients, curiously trying to decipher what was wrong with each one. One 
young girl, who was standing in front of me in line, was hugging herself as if she was freezing 
cold. A twinge of pity struck me, and for a moment I wished I had a jacket or item I could offer to 
ease the young girl's chills. But all I had on this morning were a simple pair of jeans and an 
ordinary black shirt, seeing as how that was all my mother had brought for me. 


I moved my eyes further forward, inspecting the others. Seeing no one else of much interest, I 
settled on looking around the room for a blanket or something similar. When my eyes settled on a 


discarded scarf, I let out an internal cry of success and swiped it up. 


A few taps on the shoulder of the minuscule girl in line and she was looking up at me with large, 
cautious blue eyes. I simply held up the scarf, feeling no need to speak to anyone here since I 
surely wouldn't stay long. She stared at it curiously, before a tiny smile lit up her eyes. 


"I was hoping it wasn't that obvious that I was so cold," She chuckled quietly before accepting the 
scarf and wrapping it around her frail arms. "Thank you though! I'm Xion..." She paused in her 
words, probably waiting for me to acknowledge the introduction and reciprocate. 


Should I? My head began to spin with the possibilities that reciprocating the introduction could 
have. We could become friends, which would end in disaster like always. I could say something 
wrong and make this person hate me and that could make my stay in this psych ward even more 
annoying than it already is. The possibilities are endless and none of which end with a happy 
Zexion. 


I should have just avoided this scenario all together, curse my illogical attempt at kindness. 
Nothing good could come from this, I need to get away. 


My heart and mind were racing, overwhelming me, and I was very quickly feeling out of control 
of my body. It feels like your drowning in a wave of emotions and panic, with no immediate way 
to escape or free yourself. I grabbed my head and began to curl up, trying to banish away the 
negative thoughts and feelings. The world seemed to disappear around me as I mentally cursed 
myself for making a simple introduction turn into a full-fledged panic attack. 


"ad!" 
I need to get out. 


I needed to get home, and go to my room where nobody could see my pain and emotion. A place 
where I was actually safe, not this infernal place. 


I need to get out. 
"Kid! Hey come on, snap out of it!" 


I gasped, surprised when I felt the prick of a needle pierce the skin of my arm. Calm flooded over 
my entire body, and suddenly I couldn't put more than a few words together in my head. I felt my 
limp body being picked up and held in someone's arms. They were speaking to me in soothing 
words, but I couldn't quite make them out. Though until now, I hadn't noticed that tears had been 
making their way down my cheeks. 


Need...out. 


Chapter two 


Disclaimer: I do not own Kingdom Hearts. 


"You're back so soon Zexion," The pest grinned as I sluggishly entered his office, "Our next 
appointment wasn't scheduled until tomorrow but I see you really wanted to come back." 


So here I was again, sitting in an uncomfortable chair and being forced to listen to the pscyho 
babble the pest insists on shoving down my throat. And he knew full well that I was not here off 
my own free will, but rather as a consequence from yesterday's incident. 


My mood has deteriorated considerably from the day before, so I chose to simply continue my 
silence, not giving him an inch of recognition. My cheeks still felt raw from the flood of tears that I 
couldn't wipe away last night, and overall I just felt fragile. Like the faintest wind would be able to 
knock me over and send me shattering into pieces. 


"Well... We need to get something done in our sessions, Mr. Ishida." The pest's eye's narrowed as 
he stood up and walked over to a well-used file cabinet and began to shuffle through it. 


I leaned back and stared as he searched for what I assumed was my personal file. Dr. James was a 
fairly older man, well dressed and obviously set in his ways at this point in his life. His hair is an 
icy white and held back in a low pony tail. I vaguely recall him mentioning being married with 
kids, and a quick look at his desk revealed a plethora of pictures of said children. 


Most of the pictures were of a little boy with icy blue hair and soft yellow eyes that looked to be in 
a constant ruffled state. Hmph, I will never know how that man produced such a cute child. 


My sensitive ears perked up when he slammed the file cabinet shut, and began striding back 
towards his desk with my file. I followed him with my eyes cautiously, my mused hair blocking 
most of my vision however. They don't give me much time to fix up myself in the mornings, like 
they don't trust me being alone in the bathroom for too long. 


"Now then, how about we start from the beginning and go from there?" His cold eyes stared me 
down as if daring me to argue. 


The beginning ? I knew those words had visibly tensed my body up, and I struggled with myself to 
try and keep emotion off of my face. 


"One week ago you were brought to the emergency room, and your stomach had to be pumped to 
rid you of a massive amount of pills and alcohol." He read over the file like he was reading an 
interesting newspaper article and I just barely managed to hold back an irritated groan. His sweaty 
fingers were flipping the pages, reading the occasional line. "Afterwards you were admitted to this 
facility, but other than your suicide attempt we have yet to diagnose you with any particular 
condition. Previous therapist's records show years of anti-social behavior, with no clear cause..." 


I found myself drawing away, so I didn't have to listen to this man tell me everything that he 
thought was wrong with me, and everything that I had done wrong in my life. I closed my eyes, 
choosing to think about how I was going to get out of this place instead. You know, happier 
thoughts. 


Schemes and plans were something I excelled at, and they helped to take my mind off of situations 
that I found upsetting. This place was built like the typical hospital, not too many guards but there 
were nurses that wandered through the halls that would make it difficult to sneak out. I imagined 
the layout of the facility, four floors and each floor held two wards. 


It's just my luck that I'm on the top floor, the furthest away from any easy exit. 


My mind spun with possibilities, different routes and options. Seeing as how all of the windows 
were locked or didn't open, that knocked one route off the list. Then, my hair tickling my nose 
brought me back to reality. 


The pest was still going on about my behavior, and I just groaned. 
0.0.0.0.0 


From my corner I could watch the other patients interact, some were laughing with others and 
some were mumbling indistinct things to themselves. The main room had numerous couches and 
tables for us to relax in, and I had chosen a rather plush bean bag chair that was stuffed in the 
corer. I rested my chin on my knees and yawned, wondering vaguely when we would get 
breakfast. 


I have been here for almost four days now, and have yet to have spoken to anyone. Not that I was 
normally very chatty to begin with... At first I had hoped that after a couple of days I would be 
released back home, but it is slowly becoming clear that I wouldn't be going anywhere for a while. 
Every time this came up in my mind, my heart sank. 


I need to get out... 


I must have looked pretty pathetic, all curled up in the corner, because a man who had been 
laughing it up with some other patients began to stride over to me. His crimson hair looked like it 
was being strangled in its hair tie, and his acid green eyes were full of smiles. I had seen him 
around the ward several times, but he hadn't come up to me before. 


"Hey there kiddo," He leaned down and tried to get a look at my face. "How you feelin’? Don't 
worry about yesterday. Everyone here has some sort of problem, so we don't judge." 


Surprise flickered across my features briefly when I realized I recognized his voice. Is he the one 
who carried me to my room yesterday? 


He appeared to have noticed my fleeting surprise, and with a laugh he said, "Yeah I was one of 
the nurses helping you out yesterday when you freaked out. Oh, sorry for Larx by the way." He 
scratched his cheek with an innocent smile, "She is kind of heavy handed with the shots." 


I stared at him, hoping that he would notice my silence and take the hint. I just wanted to be 
alone. Too many complications come with making friends, | rationalized gloomily to myself. 


"My name is Axel," He winked, "Got it mem- " 


"Don't you dare say it, Axel!" A shrill voice shot out from across the room, making the hairs on 
the back of my neck stand up. 


I chanced a glance up, and almost laughed at the terrified look on this Axel's face. It was truly 
comical, and I found myself wanting to ask why he was so scared of that woman. But something 
in the back of my mind kept me from opening my mouth. 


"Er..." Axel stammered before sitting down on the bean bag chair that was next to mine, "Take 


my advice, kid. If Larxene ever tells you not to do something, listen and commit it to memory..." 
He visibly quivered, as if recalling a frightening memory. 


When I didn't respond, Axel simply smiled and began to point out people in the room and tell me 
their names. He didn't even mention my silence, and didn't appear to be bothered in the least by it. 
I found myself raising my eyebrow, and began to question his motives. 


Oblivious to my suspicion, Axel just kept chatting happily. "That girl over there, the poor soul you 
freaked out on, is Xion. She tends to keep to herself most of the time. Sweet girl though." He 
pointed off at another patient, "And that blondie over there is Luxord. If you are ever bored, he 
usually has a game of cards or something going on." 


IT ought to try poker sometime. I do seem to have perfected what they call a "poker face." 


"The other nurses and I are always around as well," He leaned back and waved his hand 
absentmindedly. "Usually on this ward it is just Namine, Larx, and I taking care of the patients," 
A quick hand gesture towards the office on the other side of the room showed me who this 
Namine was. Said office was a small room that hid behind glass windows, and held our 
medication and various other supplies. At the desk sat a kind looking young woman who had her 
blonde tresses pulled back into a high bun. 


She seemed to notice our eyes on her, and looked up. A feint smile crossed her pale lips and she 
gave the two of us a wave. 


Axel waved back and then turned this attention back on me. "Namine is actually one of the 
doctors on the ward. I'm sure you will be spending a lot of time together once you start up group 
sessions. Larxene is the other nurse here..." 


His voice trailed off in my mind as I considered everything that he was telling me. While I 
appreciated being treated like a human being for the first time since arriving here, I knew I wasn't 
going to be staying. And then just as I was about to start considering new and possibly exciting 
ways to escape, a doctor from another ward strode through the room and grabbed some towels out 
of a cupboard, before leaving. 


The easy way he sauntered in and out of the ward gave me a positively brilliant idea... 
0.0.0.0.0 


When the doctor had walked into the room earlier, he had been wearing one of their white coats. 
If you were wearing the coat, and no one looked too hard at you, someone could stroll in and out 
of the wards without attracting any unwanted attention. But in order to make a plan like that work, 
I needed that coat. 


With that goal in mind, and a stomach full from breakfast, I strode towards my room. Or rather, 
that is where the nurses thought I was going. The laundry room was just down the hall from my 
room, and I planned on going straight there. My sock covered feet softened my footsteps as I 
carefully made my way towards the room. I tended to be on the clumsy side, because I usually am 
too fixated on my thoughts to focus on my surroundings, so stealth was not my forte. 


There it is, 1 smirked as the laundry room came into view. 


There didn't appear to be anyone around. I pressed myself up against the wall, and listened 
carefully for the sound of footsteps or conversation. Once it became clear that no one was 
anywhere near, I slipped quietly into the laundry room. 


0.0.0.0.0 


The urge to run was almost overwhelming, and I could feel my heart racing a mile a minute. I had 
the coat buttoned up so my clothes underneath were not as obvious, and I had taken a moment to 
fix my hair into something presentable. I hoped that no one would look twice at me, and would 
just let me pass quietly by. 


I tried not to hold my breath as I stepped into the stairwell and made my way down. Even though I 
had a disguise, I still wanted to try and avoid the more crowded hallways. However, I had only 
gotten a brief glimpse at the layout of the institution when IJ arrived here. Getting lost was currently 
my utmost concern. 


As I stepped down onto the landing of the second floor stairwell, I paused. Music... 


A soft, heavenly melody was floating into the stairwell, and appeared to be coming from behind 
the door that led to the second floor wards. My feet wanted to keep moving down the stairs, to 
follow along with my original plan and get out of this institution, but I couldn't step away from 
that music. I haven't heard such relaxing notes before, and from an instrument I can't place. 


The desire to stay and listen was stronger than my will to leave, and I found myself stepping closer 
to the door that would take me closer to the music. I feel calm, almost peaceful, with this melody 
falling over and around me like raindrops. My rational mind that I was so proud of, tried to argue 
that this was completely irrational. Moving towards this music could significantly raise the chances 
of me getting caught. 


My hand shakily opened the door, and I moved through, trying to remain as discreet as possible. 
This floor looked identical to the one that I had been residing in for these past few days, which 
made it easy for me to decipher where the music could be originating from. A few steps brought 
me into the main room of ward 3, where the beautiful music seemed to be flowing from. 


In the corner of the room, under the billowing light coming from the windows, sat a young man 
with peculiar hair, playing a large string instrument. I stopped in my tracks, and couldn't help but 
stare curiously at this young man who was making that divine music. But when he glanced up 
from his instrument, and his eyes met mine, I ran. 


Those eyes... 


I haven't seen anything so beautiful in my life. 


Chapter three 


The songs quoted in this chapter are Fireflies by Owl city and Hawaiian Roller Coaster 
Ride by Mark Keali‘i Ho‘omalu and The Kamehameha Schools Children's Chorus. 


No rating warnings for this chapter, most content will come later. 


I slammed the door to my room behind me, pressed my back to it, and slowly sunk down to the 
cold floor. What had just happened? Never before had I been so dumbfounded by my own 
actions. I actually ran away from somebody, someone who hadn't even said a word to me. I had 
no idea who he was, but as soon as his eyes met mine, a shiver shot through my whole body, 
making my nerves ends feel sharpened and alive. 


But at the same time I had felt a strong feeling of calm wash over me when I stared into the 
oceanic depths that were his eyes. The combination of feelings was as if I had been lying in warm 
sand, relaxed by the warmth of the sun, with icy ocean water lapping at my toes. 


Now the feeling was gone, and I felt like a dark cloud had drifted over the sun that had been 
gently relaxing me. The chill of the water was gone and I was left alone in the sand. 


Ugh! This entire situation is completely illogical; I just can't make heads or tails of it. 


Who was that guy, and why did he have such a profound effect on me? He even preoccupied me 
from escaping this blasted institution, and somehow distracted me even further to where I actually 
ran back to my ward. 


I pushed myself away from the door, and glanced around the dimly lit room. There didn't seem to 
be anything in here that I could distract myself with, as the room was bare except for a duo of 
ordinary beds and dresser sets. 


But that urgent knocking at the door could allow me a momentary distraction... 


"Zexion?" Axel's concerned voice came through the door, and I realized that I was still wearing 
the doctor coat. I hastily pulled said coat off and stashed it under my pillow just as Axel opened 
the door with a rather troubled look on his face. Apparently, I was not doing a wonderful job at 
keeping my emotions off of my face because Axel frowned, looking even more troubled. "Hey 
kid, I heard the door slam. Did... Something happen?" 


I could almost feel his eyes inspecting my form for injuries. His gaze focused on my arms a 
moment longer than the rest of me. 


My eyebrow twitched in annoyance and I stuffed my hands into my pockets, "I'm fine." 


Axel's eyebrows shot up for a moment, but then quickly relaxed and a huge grin broke out on his 
pale face. "Note to self; annoying Zexion makes him speak!" 


My face fell and I slowly looked down, dumbfounded again by my behavior. That guy playing 
the music had greatly affected my composure to the point where I accidentally spoke. While I was 
mainly remaining silent because I planned on leaving and wasn't interested in making friends here, 
I had always had been the silent type. This was usually because social interactions led to some of 
my worst panic attacks, and that included anything from unexpected invitations to a full on hug. 
But now, the usual fearful thoughts about the implications of interacting with people flowed 


through my mind, but my palms didn't start to sweat, my heart wasn't racing, nor did I feel 
overwhelmed by the thoughts. 


Wha..? 


Again I was dumbfounded. And apparently my face had been giving away my fear and 
bewilderment, because Axel was suddenly guiding me to my bed. Gentle hands made me sit 
down on the mattress before he knelt down on the ground in front of me. 


His eyes were flickering with concern as he grabbed ahold of my wrist and began checking my 
pulse, "Hey I was only joking around man. Wasn't trying to make a big deal out of it, I was just 
surprised. Do you feel like you are going to have an attack?" 


I simply blinked, with wide eyes that could probably give an owl a run for its money. "I'm...fine." 


Axel set my wrist down and looked me over cautiously, "Alright, if you say so." With a quick 
grin he patted my knee and stood up, "Do you want to talk about anything? You did seem pretty 
flustered when I came in." 


"N-no," I coughed slightly, and rubbed my face in a flawed attempt at wiping the emotion off. 
"There is nothing wrong; I was just startled is all." 


Startled is one way of putting it. Flabbergasted would be a more fitting term for my current state. 


My fists clenched against my legs, and I sighed sadly. Axel blinked curiously from his new spot 
leaning against the dresser, and asked if I was sure. When had he moved? My mind naturally tried 
to scurry away from the topic of my emotional state and to a more acceptable topic, which 
happened to be the possibilities of Axel being able to teleport. 


He didn't seem fazed by my silence and just simply gave a toothy smile, "It's almost noon, let's get 
you downstairs for recreation time." 


Ah, recreation time. The thirty minutes of forced outside "play time" that takes place every single 
day. They seem to think thirty minutes of sun will magically cure all of us from whatever is 
wrong. Though I knew I was only being so negative because I really was not comfortable in that 
environment. 


With a shrug I quickly pulled my shoes on and followed Axel's lead down the bright hallway. He 
guided me through the doors that exited our ward, and then to the stairwell that was across the hall 
from the laundry room. The irony of the route we were taking did not escape me. 


"So Zexion, are you getting used to this place? It's never easy for newcomers, no matter how 
tough they think they are." Axel winked at me playfully as we walked side by side down the 
seemingly never ending staircase. 


I paused on the landing of the second floor, and shot a fleeting glance at the door to the wards. My 
ears didn't pick up a single trace of music. After a few moments of consideration I simply said, "It 
is fine." 


"Such a chatterbox," Axel laughed as he spoke, but I really did not see humor in the situation. I 
still planned on getting out of this place as soon as possible, and the fewer attachments I left 
behind the better. 


I could handle the attacks that were associated with human interaction, so I really didn't need to be 
here. It's simple really, just speak with considerably less words and avoid most people. Other 
attacks seemed to be random, and I couldn't really place why they occurred but that wasn't reason 


to lock me up. 


A part of me understood why I was here, but the rest of me just desperately wanted to go home. 
Who wouldn't? 


"Heey," A hand shook my shoulder and I quickly jumped out of reach. Axel offered a comforting 
smile in response to my panic, "Sorry kid, just trying to get your attention. Do you want a jacket 
or anything?" We were at the bottom of the stairwell, and an open closet revealed several items of 
winter wear. 


I glanced to the left, to the door that would eventually lead to my escape. "No, I'm fine. And 
please stop referring to me as ‘kid’, as Iam most likely close to your age." And with that I took my 
exit out the other door, the one that led to the recreation yard. 


Axel followed with an amused smirk on his face and spoke in a sing song voice, " You'll regret not 
taking that coat, kiiid." 


I simply rolled my eyes, stepped out into the yard, and was immediately struck by a wave of 
chilled air. For a moment I just stood there, goose pimples beginning to form on my exposed arms, 
and the loud laughter of Axel from behind me. Slowly, I stepped back into the stairwell and 
quietly closed the door, doing my best to ignore Axel's annoying laughter. 


His laughter dissipated when I turned around and stared at him blankly, keeping my irritation from 
my voice and features, "Actually, I would greatly appreciate a coat." 


He grinned and tossed me a rather large jacket that he had been holding, "Told you. Now let's get 
going, Larxene will throw a fit if I'm not out there helping supervise." 


I let him stroll through the door first, while I took my time putting the coat on. While I enjoyed the 
warmth it immediately provided, I shuddered to think of how tiny it must have made me look. It 
was easily three sizes too large for me, and I wondered if this was really the only coat Axel could 
have given me. 


It's so warm though... (held it close around my body and made my way out the door after Axel. 


The institution was shaped like a horse shoe, and the small recreation area was tucked into the 
middle, probably to give those in the rooms above something to look at during these long, dull 
days. Though the placement of the area did block most of the wind, some stray breeze still 
managed to hit my cheeks, staining them an embarrassing shade of pink. At least there isn't any 
snow yet. 


All of the patients from my ward were in the yard, some keeping warm by huddling in groups like 
overgrown penguins, and some having fun playing a game of badminton. Neither activity truly 
interested me however, so I settled for sitting on a bench furthest from all of the activities. If only I 
had a book or even a crossword puzzle to relax with. 


With nothing to amuse myself with, I just began moving the leaves on the ground around with my 
feet. Crunching them had always been a secret pleasure of mine since I was little. A few tiny feet 
then crunched the leaves on the ground near mine. 


Hm? 


I looked up and big blue eyes were smiling down at me. Xion was bundled up in a massive coat 
just like I was, but with the addition of a white fleece hat. "Hey... I thought you looked lonely, 
mind if I sit?" Her voice was very soft and almost cautious as she spoke to me. 


She did seem nice enough, but like I keep telling myself, I wasn't interested in making friends 
here. However I probably had scared her the other day, so I suppose I could offer this one last 
kindness. So I nodded politely and gestured to the spot next to me. 


Xion quietly took the spot I offered, and began helping me crunch the leaves under our feet. Her 
quiet demeanor was a pleasant change from Axel's talkative one, and I found myself relaxing. It 
was peaceful, and I wondered briefly how deep of an impact that music had on me. For me, in a 
normal situation I would be uncomfortable and itching to get away from the company. 


"Do you like to read?" Xion inquired gently, and then quickly added, "You don't have to answer, 
and that's alright. I am just trying to fill up the silence is all," She turned to me and smiled kindly. 
As she looked at me, I noticed for the first ttme how tiny she was, and how strangely tight her skin 
seemed to be around her face. I couldn't be sure about her problem and why she was in this 
institution, but I certainly had an educated guess. 


She hasn't brought up my problem, so out of simple courtesy I will keep my guesses to myself. 


I simply crunched a few more leaves while I considered the pros and cons of talking to her, 
pleasantly surprised when I wasn't overwhelmed with the fears that came with thinking about the 
cons of that action. A few words couldn't hurt. "I do." My eyes stayed cast downward at the 
leaves I was crunching. "Like to read, I mean." 


Her tiny foot crunched another leaf, "I have several here, it's one of the few things they let my 
parents bring me. You can borrow them anytime, since they don't really have much for a book 
selection here." 


".,.Alright. I suppose that would be acceptable." 


We went back into a peaceful silence, even more so now that we have effectively crunched all of 
the leaves that were without our reach. That is until a familiar melody touched my ears, and I 
sprang up from the bench, looking around nervously for the source of the music I had been 
confused about all morning. 


Behind me, Xion smiled fondly, "Ah, he isn't usually playing when we come out here. It's nice 
isn't it?" 


"Yeah..." I peered along the buildings, trying to identify just which one he was in. "Have you met 
him? Is he a patient as well?" 


She got up to stand beside me, watching me with curious eyes. "I haven't met him before; I have 
just heard some of the nurses talk about him and his cousin. They come here almost every 
morning to play and sing for one of the patients. It's such a nice thing to do, they must be really 
good people don't you think? Awfully talented too." 


Curiosity flooded my veins, and I was suddenly helpless to control it. I just needed to know more, 
and I really didn't know why. "What is his name?" 


Her eyes shone with something I couldn't identify, "Sorry, I don't remember exactly. How about 
we sit back and listen for a while?" She gestured back towards the bench and I slowed eased 
myself back onto it. 


We both closed our eyes and sat back letting the music flow over us. I let it seep into every nook 
and cranny of my being, and I almost felt a smile crawl onto my face. It wasn't more than a few 
seconds later that a voice joined the soft melody. Seeing as how the guy had been on the second 
floor the music couldn't have been too far away, which allowed for feint but clear listening. 


T'd like to make myself believe 

That planet Earth turns slowly 

It's hard to say that I'd rather stay awake when I'm asleep 
‘Cause everything is never as it seems' 


I hadn't heard that instrument before, but he seemed to be able to play it in a way that really 
worked for the song. I recognized it vaguely, even though I wasn't normally a music enthusiast. 
This music however, really snuck deep into my soul. The voice sounded young and quite talented, 
however it didn't give me the same feeling of peace that the music itself did. 


"Is the person singing the same one who is playing?" I opened my eyes to peak at Xion, who was 
looking rather peaceful herself. 


Xion just simply shook her head. 


Hm... I wonder what the musician's voice sounds like. Maybe I'll stay here an extra day, just until 
I can find out. 


Just one more day. 
0.0.0.0.0 


"Our session is almost over and yet again you have managed to avoid uttering a word. Your file 
indicates that you were this way with all of your therapists over the years. Why is that? I noticed 
that you have begun talking to some of the others here, Mr. Ishida." I desperately wanted to say 
something insulting towards this exasperating pest. As he spoke, the pest had being grossly 
chewing with his mouth open. I truly did not need to see his gnawed up pancakes. It also seemed 
rude to me that he would eat pancakes during a session with a patient. 


I personally was keeping a score in my head, 0 Pest — 4 Zexion. 


My fourth day in this institution and I was secretly proud that the pest hadn't gotten a word out of 
me. I tried to keep a grin off of my face at the thought. 


While he continued to ramble on about my lack of social interaction, and I just inspected the worn 
out wood panels that made up the floor. My mused hair fell into my face a little more than usual, 
and I began to tap my fingers on my knee impatiently. I had plans to attend to and this man was 
getting in the way of them. 


I looked at the clock, practically counting up with it until the numbers changed to 10:00am. Then 
quickly, and without a word of course, I hopped out of my chair and almost ran out of the room. 
The sunny light of the main room greeted me, and I immediately got in line for the daily 
medication. 


Namine and Larxene were handing out medication this morning, one of them checking 
identification and the other handing out the small cups of medicine. Larxene tried to smile when 
she handed the medication over to each person, but everyone seemed more scared of her smile 
than anything. Then Namine's smile was contagious and heartfelt, and she tried to genuinely take 
interest in each patient. 


To my right, near the large windows illuminating the room, Xion was lounging on a plush looking 
couch. She saw me, smiled and gave a drowsy wave before getting comfortable again. 


My turn came quickly and Namine greeted me with her usual warm smile, "Zexion, good 
morning! I hope your session this morning went okay. Tomorrow I will have you join in on our 
group sessions as well!" 


I simply nodded, trying not to be rude, especially since she was being so nice. 


Namine marked a few things down and I signed the paper she offered me, "Alright step over to 
Larxene for your pills. Try to find something fun to do today, Zexion." Every word was 
punctuated with her bright smile. 


When I stepped in front of Larxene she gave me a smirk and handed me my tiny cup with two 
pills nestled inside. I downed the pills easily, and held my mouth open for a moment so she could 
see that I had swallowed them. After she nodded in acceptance, I hurried off down the hallway to 
my room. The doctor coat was still hidden under my pillow, safe and sound. 


Yesterday I had forgotten to put shoes on in my hurry to escape this place, so this time I made sure 
to be properly dressed for sneaking out. Once I had gotten my simple disguise on, I stuck my head 
out the door and inspected the hallway. No one appeared to be within ear or eyeshot. For a 
moment I wondered why this was so painfully easy, but I just shook my head and wandered down 
the hall. No use in jinxing myself and getting caught. I chose to focus on keeping my footsteps 
light and my breathing quiet. 


It didn't take more than a few minutes before I was standing in front of the door to the wards of 
level two. From here I could clearly hear music, and I felt something inside of me stir at the sound 
of it. For some reason I just had to get closer, so I slipped through the door and then down the 
hallway that would lead to the appropriate ward. 


Even from here I could tell that the instrument was different then yesterday, and I wasn't 
disappointed or unhappy with this discovery. If anything I was intrigued further, curious just how 
many instruments this musician played. I looked around the brightly lit hallway cautiously before I 
continued further, but I didn't see anybody around. 


Perhaps this is the time of day when this ward has group sessions? Or maybe there was an 
alternate recreation yard that I didn't know about. 


Either scenario pointed to this ward being empty momentarily, and I couldn't be sure how long 
that would last, which made me scurry faster down the hallway. As I got closer the clearer the 
music got, and I began to notice that there was more than one person singing this time. In fact they 
seemed to be taking turns. 


I stopped just outside of the double doors that opened up into the main room. I wasn't brave 
enough to look through the window panes that the doors held, so I settled for leaning against the 
side of the door with no window. This was ending up almost stalker like, and I couldn't help but 
feel embarrassed at my foolishness. Sighing quietly, I closed my eyes and let the lively melody roll 
over my body. 


‘And if I had one wish come true 

Id surf ‘til the sun sets beyond the horizon 
‘Awikiwiki mai lohilohi 

Lawe mai i ko papa he‘e nalu 


Flyin' by on the Hawaiian roller coaster ride.' 


I wonder which voice is his... 1 mused happily and began trying to remember what the voice from 
earlier sounded like so I could differentiate between the two. 


I hadn't noticed that, while I was musing over the voices, the wonderful music had completely 
stopped. By the time my tranquil mind had realized this, the door I was leaning on had opened 
suddenly and I was in a free fall backwards. 


My heart rate sped up as I fell backwards, and I tensed up waiting for my impact against the hard 
tile. 


Hm? 


The ground wasn't hard and cold at all, if anything it was warm and wrapped around my frail 
body, making me feel safe. But tile floors were not known for being warm, oh no. They also did 
not wrap around you and hold you ever so close. My eyes shot up and were immediately met by 
entrancing ocean blue. 


"Surprise!" Full and cheerful laughter met my ears, making me even more speechless. "We were 
just on our way out, didn't expect you to fall on me, little guy! You were here yesterday weren't 
you? You must be really shy if you were hiding behind the door this whole time, but we are 
friendly don't worry!" As he spoke I began to feel faint, because I had come to realize that I was 
basically being held up by this person, and his face was hovering embarrassingly close to mine. 


"Demyx, let the poor guy go. And we should really introduce ourselves first, before you start 
inviting him home with us." Out of the corner of my eye, a young spiky haired blonde was poking 
my current support system. 


"Oh right," The eyes hovering above my face flickered with amusement before I was helped to 
my feet, "Hi there, I'm Demyx!" 


Chapter four 


The song used in this chapter is Your Guardian Angel by The Red Jumpsuit Apparatus. 


"Zexion!" 


A cry escaped my dry throat as I was jerked out of my brief slumber. There was an intense 
amount of fear that ran down my spine and curled up in the pit of my stomach. Sweat dripped 
down my forehead, onto the pillow below. There was only fear in this moment, as I stared up at 
the bland ceiling, and I felt helpless to do anything about it. Regardless of the drops of sweat that 
slid down my body, I felt cold down to my very core. In these moments, it felt like happiness and 
peace was only a distant dream. 


This happened every morning however, so I knew the fear would dissipate soon and leave me 
thoroughly exhausted. 


"Hey..." I felt Axel patting the pillow next to my head, and I let my eyes fall to the side to glance 
at him. He was kneeling beside my bed, with a hint of concern on his face, but this was not the 
first time he had woken me up so he really should be used to this by now. "I know I say this every 
time, but you must be having some awful nightmares or something. You've been here for over two 
weeks now and you haven't said a word about those nightmares or why you are here. It could help 
you if you talk about it, you know." 


Another bead of sweat dripped down the side of my face, and I grimaced. "There is nothing to 
talk about, Axel." My words came out choked, but they were true none the less. 


I never remember these nightmares, the ones that send such shocks of fear through me. 


It was clear from his expression that he did not believe me, but he didn't say any more on the 
subject. He had only woken me up a few times; Larxene was the one who usually woke my side 
of the ward up, and she never commented on my state once. "I assume it is 7 0 clock?" I mumbled 
as I slowly sat up in my bed. 


"Sure is, time for your good morning vitals!" Axel smiled kindly, and I sighed before letting him 
have my wrist. He silently listened for my pulse and kept an eye on his watch. After a moment he 
made a few notes on his clipboard, "You know... My little sister used to get nightmares a lot 
when she was just a kid, and it always helped her to talk afterwards, or even just be talked to. It 
didn't have to be about the dream, as long as it was something to help get her mind off of it. Even 
if it was something silly like what she wanted to wear to school the next day." 


I stared at him for a moment, curious as to why he was trying so hard to make me feel better. 
Though I must admit, listening to someone babble was doing wonders in distracting me from my 
previous fears. It was something I hadn't really tried before. "If you want to talk my ear off I can't 
stop you, I suppose." 


My nonchalant words did little to dim Axel's happy grin. He adjusted so he was sitting cross 
legged on the floor beside the bed, "Alright! Oh, did I ever mention this hot little blond I met 
about a week ago? I swear it was love at first bite. My sister wouldn't let me chase him down after 
he bit me though. Maybe I came off too strong." 


I leaned forward, resting my arms on my knees as I listened to him babble on about this "feisty 
blond." The story rang a few bells somehow, but I wasn't really sure where I had heard it before. 


A few minutes later, he was still going on about the blond, and was going into details that I really 
did not want to know. "Axel... I'm fine now; you should probably go wake the others up for 
breakfast." 


"Well if you say so," He looked down at his watch before standing up and stretching. "You go 
ahead and get ready, I'll be back to check on you before too long." 


And with that, I dragged myself out of bed and into the connected bathroom. Once I closed the 
door I leaned wearily against the sink and stared at my reflection in the mirror. I really could see 
why Axel always looked so concerned. My unruly hair was sticking to my sweat streaked face 
and my eyes echoed the fear that remained in my belly. At this moment there was no part of me 
that looked any kind of presentable. I blinked a few times, and patted my pale cheeks. 


I desperately need a shower. There is no way that I can show up to see Demyx looking like this. 


The schedule here at this institute was beginning to be feel ordinary, and I found myself getting 
used to the semi-structured routine. Waking up at an ungodly hour, and then dragging my 
exhausted body through my daily cleaning rituals. The illusion of privacy was barely there 
however; as I knew Axel would be back soon to make sure I didn't drown in my shower. The 
nurses were more concerned about patient safety then privacy. Though through most of the day 
the nurses only checked in on us every thirty minutes. Sluggishly, I got into the shower and let the 
lukewarm stream wash away what was left of my dread, and hopefully most of my sweat. 


The warmth of the water brought a small smile to my face, as it reminded me of Demyx; warm 
and soothing. And he was always rambling on about how he couldn't wait for spring to come so 
he could go swimming again. I wiped my hair out of my face and leaned back against the shower 
wall, thinking back to that day we met. It was only a week ago... 


"Hi there, I'm Demyx!" 


After Demyx had let me go, the grotesquely familiar smell of old cigarettes assaulted my nose. I 
covered my nose with a trembling hand to try and block the smell but it was too overpowering. 
Urgently, I looked around the room for the source of the haunting smell, but there was no one in 
the room besides us; and this Demyx only smelled of the sweetest vanilla. A fear that I didn't quite 
understand filled my heart and I suddenly felt numb. Anxiety was quickly filling me to the brim, 
and the higher it got the stronger that stench got. 


A hand touched my shoulder, causing me to gasp and jerk away from the touch, "Hey I'm sorry, 
I'm not trying to scare you little guy!" Demyx got down to my level and flashed me a beaming 
smile. "Really now, you can relax, I won't bite." 


The stink of cigarettes disappeared just as suddenly as it appeared, and my fear along with it. I 
glanced around suspiciously, making sure that there really no one else lurking in the room. 
Demyx smiled more when he was satisfied that I had relaxed some, before he turned towards the 
small blond standing behind him. "This is Roxas, he may look grumpy but don't worry. I promise 
that he doesn't bite either." 


The ruffled looking blond known as Roxas gave Demyx a sly look, "You know you shouldn't 
promise that to people, Demyx. Need I remind you of what happened to that red-head 
yesterday ?" 


"That poor man didn't even see it coming..." Demyx sighed, and then dropped back down to my 
eye level, his eyes smiling into mine. "So what's your name...Doc?" A playful grin stretched 
across his tan features, and I couldn't explain the sudden tightness in my stomach or the flushed 
feeling across my cheeks. 


My lips moved without any thought on my part, "It's Zexion. Zexion Ishida. It's very nice to meet 
you two." 


As I stepped out of the steamy shower and was hit with chilled air I was grateful for the warmth 
the memories provided. It felt so strange that it had only a week since that day. I have gone to visit 
Demyx and Roxas every single morning, in between Axel's thirty minute check ins that is. Said 
red head should be back soon, 1 mused while I dug under the sink for a clean towel. Water from 
my soaked hair dripped down onto the cold bathroom floor while I attempted to dry off the rest of 
my body. 


The schedule in this place was mind numbingly boring at best. There are only a few actual 
activities or counseling sessions scheduled, and for the rest of the time you are desperately trying 
to find something to do to keep you from dying of boredom. Perhaps they were trying to bore us 
so we would actually interact with one another. You only really had the option of lounging in the 
main room or hiding from everyone in your own room. Needless to say I preferred the latter, but 
Axel was always dragging me out. I sighed and threw a soft grey sweatshirt on over my damp 
skin, giving up on my sad excuse for a towel. 


Just as I was attempting to make my hair into something that resembled presentable, a loud knock 
at the bathroom door made me practically jump out of my skin. Axel popped his head in and I 
must have looked quite startled because he immediately started snickering. "Axel it's not funny. I 
swear you get some sort of twisted pleasure out of scaring the wits out of me." I scowled and 
walked out into the room. 


He grinned evilly before marking something down on his clipboard, "How about you come get 
some breakfast? We actually have milk today! Maybe it will help you grow finally." The red head 
slipped out of the room quickly when I threw a rolled up sock in his direction. 


When I reached down to pick up the thrown socks I realized that Roxas' and Axel's stories were 
very similar. Had Roxas met the red headed nurse somewhere? For a moment I wasn't sure who to 
feel bad for. Axel could be insufferable so I'm sure he did something to deserve getting bitten. But 
Roxas tended to be rather hot headed so perhaps he simply overreacted to Axel's antics? It was a 
curious situation. 


Maybe I'll ask Roxas about it... Axel seemed very infatuated with him. 


Standing in the room alone, I suddenly wished Demyx was here. He had a way about him that 
made me feel relaxed, and over these last few days I felt continually more drawn to his presence. 
Why that was, I really couldn't say. But even laying here in bed, I couldn't get as relaxed as 
Demyx's presence made me feel. 


Only a few more hours before I get to see him... I mean them. 


The past few days I have found myself giving up on my silence, and I was beginning to think that 
it was the fault of Demyx and his music. I find myself staying just so I can see Demyx the next 
day. And every time I visit Demyx I know that I simply can't leave just yet... 


Because there is no one else that makes me feel such peace. 


So a few days ago I decided, all on my own mind you, that I will stay for a while. This decision 
has led to me grudgingly allowing myself to speak more to Axel and Xion, and sometimes a few 
of the other patients. I'm not looking to make friends or anything, nothing like that. It would just 
be too boring if I just kept ignoring them, so why not? Xion was actually good company; she had 
even lent me many books over the last couple of days. That didn't mean she was my friend 
though. 


I rolled over onto my side and faced the crusty blue wall while I recalled something Roxas has 
mentioned to me the other day... 


These two really didn't seem to mind my presence; in fact they seemed to enjoy having me around 
for some reason. After they had left yesterday they had told me it was alright to come visit them 
more often, so instead of hiding behind the door I found myself sitting a more than reasonable 
distance away. I observed Demyx, who was perched on a table with a large blue instrument, talk 
to Roxas about a variety of things. And Roxas would laugh or scowl every now and then, before 
turning to someone that could very well be his twin and try to include them in the conversation. 


I found myself enjoying sitting back and watching Demyx laugh and converse with them, but for 
some reason I kept wanting him to talk to me more. They weren't pushing me to talk though, and 
for that Iwas glad. After I introduced myself yesterday, I felt uncommonly shy in his presence. 
Logic seemed to throw itself out the blasted window because Zexion of all people, was shy. 


"Hey... We never introduced Ven!" I perked up when Demyx suddenly turned his head towards 
me and began pointing towards the petite Roxas replica sitting nearby. "Zexy this is Ventus! He is 
the special little fella we come to play music for. Oh, and he is also little Roxas' older twin! "I 
suppressed a heavy blush at the embarrassing nick name, trying to just frown the flush away. 


This Ventus laughed brightly, "Special little fella?" 


Roxas however didn't seem impressed by being called 'little.' "Demyx... I'm not opposed to biting 
you. Cousin or not." 


Demyx shrieked and leapt away from Roxas, landing on the plush bean bag chair I was curled up 
on, "Save me Zexy!" 


The abrupt invasion of my personal bubble suddenly filled me with a flurry of emotion, everything 
from embarrassment to horror to bliss. My body reacted for me however, sending me rolling off 
and onto the ground. I groaned and rubbed the arm that I landed on, "Please...Try to be more 
careful, Demyx. It is not polite to jump on people and scare them off their nice chair." 


He was on his stomach, laying on the bean bag looking over the edge at me, grinning playfully. 
"Well that's no fun, Zexy! You just scare too easy." 


"I-I most certainly do not." I frowned up at him; trying to be annoyed but those eyes were making 
it very hard. 


Roxas proceeded to sit on Demyx's back, prompting a series of complaints from the dirty blond. 
"Hey Zexion do you play poker?" 


I dragged myself up onto a nearby couch and shook my head, "No, I cannot say that I have ever 
played it." 


Roxas' face lit up, "Oh, well we play here sometimes, when Ven can't think of any songs he wants 
to hear. Maybe we can teach you sometime? Demyx can be a good teacher when he isn't being a 
pest." 


They really didn't give me a choice in the matter, so today shall be the day that Demyx tries to 
teach me poker. Roxas had wanted to begin days ago but Ventus wasn't feeling very well, so I 
had just relaxed and listened to their music instead. Which was perfectly fine by me. 


I felt impatient as I poked at my pancakes, Time needs to go by faster. 


Next to me Xion was quietly reading her book, not touching her food and still dressed in pajamas. 
I turned back to my pancakes and glared at them before piercing one with my fork. When I think 
about Demyx teaching me poker I start to feel strange, sick almost. This feeling was occurring 
more often lately, and I didn't understand it. In fact it got really bad yesterday just before Demyx 
and Roxas left to go home... 


Demyx was sitting under the window fiddling with his ukulele, and the sun was highlighting his 
figure in a very pleasant way. My eyes watched him fondly as he ran his long fingers over the 
strings, playing a note here and there. I felt thoroughly relaxed, having spent the past half hour 
listening to Demyx play random songs. Every now and then he would strike up small 
conversation, and I couldn't help but oblige. 


Roxas was sitting off to the side with Ventus, looking up lyrics on his phone for a song the older 
twin wanted to hear. The room was pleasantly quiet, minus the occasional note coming from 
Demyx. I really wished I didn't have to go back to the ward, and that I could stay here with 
Demyx. I didn't have to think here, or listen to therapists complain about how I was still ignoring 
them. 


Demyx looked up and our eyes met. I flushed slightly and tried to not make it like I had been 
staring at him this whole time. I glanced around the room, trying to look everywhere but at him. 
Though out of the corner of my eye I could see Demyx smiling and whispering something to 
Roxas and Ventus. The pair of twins looked at each other before nodding in unison. I slowly 
glanced back at the taller blond, and watched him pick up his sitar. 


"Should I do the singing or would you like to, Demyx?" Roxas stretched out and poked him with 
his foot. 


"I got this one Rox. You've sang a lot today." I watched with interest as Demyx began strumming 
simple notes, gradually increasing in complexity. I held back a smile, but I knew I was happy that 
I was getting to hear him sing. 


'When I see your smile 

Tears run down my face 

I can't replace 

And now that I'm stronger I've figured out 
How this world turns cold...' 


The song was so gentle, and the look on Demyx's face was so content as he sang. Something 
inside me twisted, and I almost winced at the strange but oddly pleasant pain. For some reason I 
wished he was singing the beautiful song for me and not for Ventus' benefit. 


'T will never let you fall 
I'll stand up with you forever 
I'll be there for you through it all..." 


His voice sang just as beautiful in my memory, and it only made the pain in my chest worse. I 
gripped my chest, wondering just what was wrong with me now. So many possibilities ran 
through my mind that I didn't even notice Xion was asking me a question until she shook my 
shoulder lightly. I cringed away from the touch and looked up at her with questioning eyes. 


"My apologies, did you say something?" 


She simply looked at my hand that was still clutching my chest, "Your chest hurts? Do you think 
you need a doctor or anything, Zexion?" 


"No, I don't think so... It's probably just a bad case of heart burn." 


Chapter five 


Enjoy folks! 


Sunny blonde bangs hung over my eyes as I stared intently at the hand that I had been dealt. I 
glanced at the pair across the table from me, before grinning and dropping my pathetic hand, "I 
fold guys. Good game, Zexion!" Demyx cheered loudly and tried to wrap his arms around the 
small man sitting beside him in a congratulatory hug, but Zexion was actually very quick to jump 
out of arms reach. I exchanged looks with Ven while my blond cousin kept trying to hug the poor 
little man. He seemed absolutely ecstatic that he had successfully coached Zexion through his first 
poker game. 


The slate haired man appeared to be indifferent in his success, only his eyes showing a flicker of 
pride and perhaps a little relief. "Yes, it was very interesting Roxas, I enjoyed it-" Zexion had to 
stop mid-sentence in order to dodge another hug from the taller blond. 


Ven gave me a look that clearly said he knew that I let him win, which I returned with a pleased 
grin. It made me happy to see Demyx so proud of his "coaching abilities." I leaned a little closer to 
my twin and whispered, "I thought winning would be a good excuse for Demyx to try and keep 
hugging him." 


Demyx had been glued as close to Zexion's side as he could be for the whole game, not quite 
touching him. The shorter man had responded by nudging him away, trying to get more distance 
between them. I had known Demyx my whole life, so I was fairly used to his touchy-feely nature. 
But our new friend didn't seem to want anything to do with being touched. Even now, after a 
week of visiting us every day, he didn't quite seem comfortable around us. 


"So when are we going to ask him about that horrible disguise?" Ven whispered to me as he 
collected the cards strewn about on the ground in front of us. 


I shrugged and leaned heavily on him, ignoring his whines that I was crushing him. "I assume he 
will come clean when he feels comfortable. It's only been a week or so since he started coming to 


visit. Plus Demyx is having fun calling him, 'doc’. 


He laughed and playfully pushed me off of him, "How long is Demyx staying at our house this 
time anyway? Or have his parents even told him?" Ven frowned, and looked over at the taller 
blond with curiosity tracing his features. 


"Who knows?" I glanced at the blond too, "It's been about a year this time. I'm sort of hoping that 
they don't come back, but that's just me." Our home life was a complicated situation. Demyx had 
been living in our house off and on our whole lives, since his parents frequently traveled out of 
country on business. They used to just bring him with them, which meant that he never got to 
have a permanent home. Eventually my mother, Demyx's aunt, begged that they let Demyx stay 
with us while they go off on business. 


He is biologically our cousin, but really has become more of a brother to both of us. When we 
were young we spent so much time together, people often thought we were triplets. Though he 
clearly looks nothing like my twin and I. We are all now eighteen years old now, with Ven being 


slightly in the lead. Even our mother at some point began thinking of Demyx as one of her own. 
Every time his parents decided to come and take Demyx back to their home in the islands it broke 
her heart, as well as ours. 


Ven squeezed my hand reassuringly. I grinned back with all the confidence I could muster, not 
wanting him to have to reassure me. He was the one in the psychiatric ward, I should be consoling 
him! He just rolled his eyes at me before looking over at Demyx and speaking up, "Hey Demyx, 
could you do a song for me before you guys head home?" 


Demyx didn't seem to notice the question, as he was currently on the couch talking animatedly to 
Zexion, who seemed to be trying to hide behind his long curtain of hair. After a few more minutes 
of one sided talking he reached over and tucked the other man’s slate hair behind his ear, exposing 
his pale face. "There you are, Zexy!" 


"T-that..!" The faintest flush crossed the man's cheeks, but then his eyes narrowed and he 
immediately pulled his hair back down. "I have told you dozens of times that is not my name." 


Demyx just smiled even brighter, the slate haired man's cool tone not affecting him in the slightest 
bit. "If you say so, Doc." 


"That's not my name either..!" 
"Aww don't get mad, little guy." 
"You are being impossible..." 


"It's the only way to get you to talk to me though," Demyx whined and propped his legs up on 
Zexion's lap. Zexion frowned at this and looked away, but I could see that his eyes were smiling. 


I sighed and dropped Demyx's ukulele onto his lap, "Pay attention to Ven or I'll bite you." The 
threat was genuine, and it brought the image of a pesky red head to the front of my mind. That 
grinning face made me want to sigh longingly. It had been a week since I bit that jerk, and I 
couldn't help but wish I would bump into him again. 


I'm sure I'll see him again someday. This town really isn't that big. Maybe I'll bite him again, or 
maybe I'll take him up on that date offer... 


"How about you play one of your songs from home? I don't think Zexion has heard them yet." I 
strode back to the wall where Ven was sitting and plopped myself down beside him. Said twin 
gave me a knowing look, as if he could tell that I was thinking about the attractive red head again. 
I knew that if we had been alone he would have questioned me about it. 


Demyx plucked at a few strings on his little blue ukulele and smiled somewhat sadly down at it, 

"You know my home is here, Rox." Zexion perked up slightly next to him, and I could see him 

turn to stare over at my blond cousin with concern in his eyes. Said blond then quickly sat up, a 

regular smile pasted to his face. "But Hawaiian music is so beautiful Zexy, I'm sure you will like 
it!" 


The slate haired 'doctor' frowned again but didn't comment on the use of the nickname. 


Ven leaned on my shoulder, which I grudgingly allowed, with a peaceful smile on his face as we 
listened to Demyx begin to play. He was strumming his hand along quickly, playing a lively tune 
from the islands he spent so much time in. He wasn't really native to those islands though. His 
parents purchased a nice home there years ago; even though they are never there to enjoy the 
place. Demyx would get anywhere from a few months to a year in that home before they left 
again, and he was dropped off back with us. 


We spent several minutes just like that and Ven soon fell asleep on my shoulder. I looked down at 
my brother fondly, glad that he was able to relax like this for once. Sometimes I feel like he only 
sleeps while we are playing music for him, and that's part of why I insist on coming here every 
day. The doctors say that the more he actually sleeps the easier it will be for him to get better. With 
this in mind, I motioned for Demyx to come over and help me pick my twin up and move him 
onto a more comfortable sleeping surface. 


Demyx smiled after he laid him down on a nearby couch, and we began to pick up the instruments 
we brought with us. Zexion noticed and stood up quietly to follow us out the door. After we 
exited the immediate area my bubbly cousin spoke up, "We will be back tomorrow, Zexy. Make 
sure to come by again so I can coach you some more!" 


"I'm sure I can come by again." Demyx seemed to be thrilled with this information. 


"Let's go Demyx, or we will be late for school." I tugged on his sleeve impatiently but I still 
spared a smile for our new friend, "We'll see you later Zexion, don't miss us too much." 


Our stoic faced friend shuffled his feet slightly before nodding and simply walking away. 


"IT wonder what ward he belongs to," Demyx whispered softly. "I have so many questions but he 
is sO quiet most of the time, I'm not sure I'll ever get answers, Rox." 


I just turned and started walking, "Oh Demyx, I'm sure things will work themselves out. He hasn't 
known us very long, just give it more time." 


"T sure hope so." 


We made our way back downstairs in relative silence, and were escorted through to the lobby by a 
kindly nurse. "Demyx you go fetch the car, I'll check us out okay?" 


"No problem," He shifted his sitar in his arms before he wandered off. The man looked so lost in 
his thoughts I was worried that he would walk right into the door. Just in case he actually did, I 
paused to watch him leave. 


After making sure that Demyx didn't give himself a concussion, I strode over to the front desk and 
grabbed for the visitor sign out sheet. But just as I was about to start writing, long fingers swiped it 
right out of my hands. My eyebrow twitched in irritation, "What the hell?" When I snapped my 
head up to confront the paper thief my eyes were met with familiar acid green. The absurdly tall 
red head was standing next to me, leaning on the desk with a pleased grin on his face. I felt my 
heart flutter dangerously, and I straightened myself in an attempt to look intimidating. "I hope you 
know that stalking is illegal." 


I'm sure I have handcuffs somewhere... My thoughts strayed, and I tried to keep the blush off of 
my face. It's hard to look intimidating when you're as red as a tomato. 


Those red spikes were no longer falling over his shoulders like they were the other day; instead 
they were now pulled up and out of his face. I couldn't help but think that it complimented his 
sharp facial features nicely. The grey nurse scrubs however did not compliment his skinny body, 
and I found myself wishing that he was wearing tight jeans again. "See something you like, 
blondie?" 


My eyes shot up from examining his uniform and I couldn't stop the returning blush that attacked 
my cheeks. "Do you want to be bitten again? I went easy on you last time ya know. And I was 
only wondering why you were wearing nurse scrubs." 


"And I was only wondering what a cutie like you is doing here. Not that I'm complaining of 
course! You really do brighten this place up." The cocky grin that had been plastered on his face 
softened to a gentle smile, making my stomach do several flips. 


"What's with the scrubs?" 
"What are you here for?" 


I simply frowned and tried reaching for the sign in sheet that he was still holding. "Listen I am in a 
hurry, so will you give me that sheet already. I don't have time for your games right now." He 
held the sheet higher up, just out of my reach. I was very tempted to jump for it, but I had still had 
some dignity. 


"Well do you have time later today? Say around 8?" Those green eyes sparkled as they bore down 
into mine, "I promise to answer all the questions you want; preferably over a nice dinner." 


I glanced up at the sign out sheet longingly. This idiot was going to make me late for school, and it 
didn't look like he was going to easily take no for an answer this time. I doubted that simply biting 
him and walking away would dissuade him this time. But I didn't really want to say no. I chewed 
on my lip while I considered the invitation. 


Before I could answer, Demyx poked his head in through the door. "Roxas are you coming? I've 
been waiting- Ooh what is going on in here?" He grinned widely and started to walk over. 


A blush spread across my face instantly and I hastily jumped for the sign in sheet while the red 
head was distracted by the new arrival. Ignoring Demyx, I quickly jotted down the time for our 
exit and also tore the corner off of the paper. Using said corner, I wrote my address down and then 
shoved both the sign in sheet and the paper corner back into the attractive man's hands. My blush 
worsened at the sight of his overly happy grin before I grabbed Demyx and hurried towards the 
exit. 


"Hey blondie!" I paused at the door when he spoke up, and curiously glanced over my shoulder. 
The red head merely smiled when he had my attention, "The name is Axel, make sure you commit 
it to memory." 


Axel winked in my direction, and I couldn't help but smile. "Just make sure you aren't late, okay?" 


After we stepped out the door Demyx was on me like white on rice. He clung to my arm and 
smiled knowingly, "That was the guy we met last week wasn't it? Was he asking you out again? 
Oh god, you didn't bite the poor guy did you?" 


My eyebrow twitched but I let a happy grin spread across my face, "You always ask too many 
questions, Demyx." 


0.0.0.0.0.0.0 


The cursed heart burn was stronger than ever before this morning, and during lunch Xion would 
keep asking me if I was feeling alright. I knew it was a kind gesture but I found it irritating to be 
constantly reminded of my condition. As I ate the bland chicken that was forced upon us, I kept 
thinking about how much fun I had being coached by Demyx. I felt bad that I wasn't doing very 
well, because he was a very good coach. I could tell I wasn't doing very well, but Demyx kept 
encouraging me and smiling for me. I didn't have time to dwell on how badly I had been doing, 
because he would lean closer and reassure me with that smile. 


He had been so close. I couldn't concentrate on the cards in my hands, because I kept trying to 
commit his smell and warmth to my memory. Every now and then he would get too close, making 


my pulse quicken dangerously and the sickening smell of cigarettes would invade my mind. A 
quick push would lengthen the distance between us, and the memory of that disgusting smell 
would disappear altogether. 


But I preferred to remember how easily he spoke. Thoughts fell from his lips so much easier than 
they did from mine, and I felt envious. Though I had to admit the constant chatter got on my 
nerves after a while, but I didn't have the heart to tell him to stop. He seemed so happy as he 
babbled on about so many different things, everything from his breakfast to him needing to buy 
new strings for his sitar. Then there was me, mostly silent except for the occasional nod or 
complaint about being touched. 


I skewed the rubbery chicken with my fork, and stared at it wondering if it was even safe to eat. 
Perhaps I should ask Demyx to bring some snacks with him next time, something with actual 
flavor. I'm sure he would like it if I asked, since most of what I say to him is negative or boring at 
best. If I didn't know any better I would think that Xion wasn't eating her lunch because it looked 
more like a plastic child's toy and not food. 


"If I could get ahold of something more appetizing, would you eat that?" She straightened up 
when I spoke, looking truly surprised. 


It looked like it took a moment for her to wrap her mind around what I said. Her eyes fell to the 
food below, "Ah... That's okay, Zexion. It's very sweet of you to offer though." She spared me a 
nice smile for my efforts. 


I nodded, and out of the corner of my eye I watched her stare at her full plate of food. We both 
knew that one of the nurses would come by soon to make sure she was eating, and it didn't look 
like she was even going to try until that moment. "You should take a few bites, just in case 
Larxene comes by instead of Axel." 


Her eyes seemed to fill with tears, but I knew she wouldn't shed them. 


Axel was very gentle in his handling of the small girl sitting next to me, and would sit and talk 
with her in order to encourage her to finish the small meal. But Larxene was considerably less 
patient, and instead of staying to help her through the meal, she would just take one of Xion's 
points if she wasn't eating enough. I had learned that this place worked on a point system. Simply 
put, the more points you had the more privileges you were given. We all started at zero, and if you 
showed progress or genuine effort to get better then you were given a point. Do something wrong 
or don't participate then you get points taken away. 


It was needless to say that while I had been here for two weeks, I hadn't gained a single point. 
This didn't really bother me however. The extra privileges were nice, but I didn't feel the need to 
work for them when I still planned on leaving. Eventually. 


Learning about the point system had been one way for me to pass the time however. You could 
get up to five points, and most people here were devastated when a point was taken away from 
them, Xion included. She worked hard for her points, because she wanted to get up to five points, 
which meant that she would be able to ask for a pass to go visit home. Xion told me she has been 
here a month now, and has finally made it up to four points. 


I glanced around, silently hoping that Axel would be the one to come by and check on us. Most of 
the other patients had left to go hang out in their rooms, but I could see Luxord playing a game 
next to the window with a tall man named Jack. From listening into other patients conversations I 
had learned that Jack had the delusion that he was actually a skeleton. He seemed like a genuinely 
good guy, and he had even gained 2 points so far. 


No one had as many points as Xion though; she worked harder than anyone else here. But there 
were moments like these, when she fell silent while she waited for Axel to come help her. I found 
myself wishing I could be of more help. 


I pushed my plate out of the way and sighed, wishing that Demyx was here to fill the silence. 


Just then, an exceptionally happy red head strode into the room. Said nurse spoke quickly to 
Namine at the nurse's station before taking his clipboard from the counter. Xion looked more than 
relieved when Axel made his way over to us. "Hey there kiddos, mind if I sit with you?" 


"You don't have to ask, Axel. Actually, we were beginning to worry that you weren't going to 
come by." Her voice quivered slightly, and Axel simply smiled to reassure her. 


I excused myself when he started patiently helping her eat, in order to give her some privacy. She 
didn't like an audience. Namine looked up and waved to me when I walked by the nurse's station, 
to which I awkwardly waved back. The blonde doctor was clearly surprised to be acknowledged 
but a genuine smile quickly fixed itself onto her face. 


As I wandered out of the brightly lit room and into the hallway I began to wonder just how old the 
workers here were. Namine was a doctor so she had to at least be in her 20s. But she didn't look a 
day older than me, and I am only a senior in high school. 


Well... Iwas a senior at least. If I stay here too long I'll probably end up having to retake the year. 
Tam going to be stuck in that sorry excuse for a school for another year. Stuck with... 


My hands began to tremble. Once I stepped into my room I flipped the light switch on and slowly 
looked around, double checking that there was not anyone else in there. It was bare as usual, not 
even a mouse disturbed the silence of the room. After I was sure there were no intruders I let the 
door close securely behind me. Slowly, I made my way over to the bed and laid myself down. 
Against my better judgement, I felt nervous. I couldn't place where the feeling was coming from, 
and... I could have sworn that I had turned the light on. 


The room was dark as death, and the stink of old cigarettes permeated the air. 


Out of the corner of my eye I saw something large begin to move towards me. They were 
speaking, but I couldn't hear the words. Or maybe I just didn't want to hear it. The closer they 
moved, the more I felt like I was drowning in the smell. It filled my lungs and mouth first, before it 
clung to every inch of my shaking body. 


My heart was beating out of my chest, and I clung to my pillow desperately trying to understand 
what was happening. When a hand reached out for my leg, I quickly curled up and hid my face in 
my hands and knees. Frightened tears filled my eyes when I realized I could hear them breathing 
in my ear. I didn't understand what was happening, or how he had even gotten into the room. 


Why is this so familiar? Who is he? 


Every nerve in my body was screaming for me to run, to get as far away as possible. But my 
entire being was numb, including my mind. I couldn't even open my eyes to check and see if he 
was gone. While I wished he was gone, I knew he was there. His familiar, rough touch made me 
strongly aware of that fact. If only Demyx were here, he would chase the man away for me. 


As soon as that blond entered my mind, the darkness dissipated immediately. I was left shaking 

violently in a dimly lit room, my heart still filled with fear. The tears I had been holding back now 
escaped, ignoring my pride. I did my best to stay silent, so I wouldn't attract attention from any of 
the other patients or nurses. This was not something I wanted anyone else to witness. I let myself 


fall to the side and curl up into the pillow I was still holding. 
Sleep was impossible after what just happened. It always has been. 


Demyx... Please hurry back. 


Chapter six 


Enjoy! 


Saying I looked terrible would be vast understatement. 


Dead eyes stared back at me in the mirror, and I reluctantly took in how awful I appeared. The 
harsh lights in the bathroom really enhanced the pasty look to my skin and the deep bags that had 
placed themselves under my eyes. My overall presence looked hopelessly fatigued. This was due 
in large to the fact that I hadn't had a wink of sleep in two long days. Ever since that... episode 
after lunch, I had been far too frightened to close my eyes for very long. 


Those lifeless eyes narrowed back at me in the mirror. I knew that at this point my stubbornness 
was the only thing left keeping me awake. 


I splashed some cool water on my face and sighed happily at the much needed relief it brought 
me. However, now my hair was sticking to my damp face in a very unattractive way. My mouth 
twitched and I pushed the offending locks behind my ears. My face was now completely exposed 
to the harsh lights, and it wasn't an appealing sight. This horrid reflection just couldn't be me. 


My whole life I had always taken great pride in my clean appearance, and made sure I looked 
presentable at all times. I even made sure to keep my shirts clean and nicely pressed. Though, I 
certainly wouldn't say that I was vain about my looks. If anything I didn't think I really had any 
looks to be vain about, I just felt the most comfortable when I kept a tidy appearance. 


The way I had taken care of myself previously was a harsh contrast to my sudden indifference. I 
was far from pleased with how apathetic I had become these past few days. 


The weakling staring back at me did not even resemble the well-dressed man I used to see. My 
eyes traced over the depressing man in the mirror, noting that even my hair looked exhausted and 
limp. I never wore it pushed out of my face before either, since it naturally fell across my face. Just 
looking at it, wilted and pushed behind my ears, was very unsettling. 


Sadly, I glanced down at the oversized sweatshirt that was hanging off my shoulder and nudged it 
back up. Normally I would have at least picked out one of my nicer sweaters, but I was more tired 
than usual. Needless to say, I blamed all of this on that wretched episode the other day. In my 
mind I knew an episode like that had never happened to me before, but somewhere in my heart it 
felt frighteningly familiar. 


Like I had experienced it before. 


I have racked my mind many times for any explanation for the event, and have yet to come up 
with any prior experience that was similar to this one. However, I still had a haunting feeling that I 
was forgetting something. 


A twitch of pain in my hand brought me back to the present situation. My hands were in tight fists, 
a testimony to the stress my thoughts were putting me through. Unclenching my hands brought 
my palms into sight, revealing small cuts where my nails had dug into the skin. 


"Oh geez kid, what happened?" Hands quickly grabbed my own and I automatically tried to pull 


them away. The read headed nurse frowned and held tight, staring down at the numerous half 
circles that indented my palms. I relaxed, it was only Axel. 


For once the red head wasn't saying anything; instead he was just inspecting the cuts. There was a 
strange look in his eyes while he examined them. I raised my eyebrow curiously, and tried to tug 
my appendages back. He gave me a stern look and I was momentarily too surprised by his 
behavior to care that he was touching me. 


He swiped a washcloth from the counter and began lightly dabbing at my palm. 


It didn't take more than a moment for him to clean the cuts, and he escorted me out of the 
bathroom right after. I silently sat down on the bed and cradled my hands against my chest while 
he dug around in the pockets of his scrubs. He produced a few band aids and offered them to me 
with a tired smile. 


"The cuts aren't very bad, but I wouldn't be a very good nurse if I didn't insist we cover them up." 
He spoke up finally, his voice quiet. 


I nodded and began gently applying the band aids to my palms. "Thank you for the assistance, 
Axel. Although I am alright now, so there is no need for you to stay. You can continue your 
rounds." 


"T'm not so sure Zexion." 
"What do you mean?" J arched my eyebrow as I struggled with the band aid wrappers. 


"I don't believe that you are as okay as you say you are. And I certainly don't want any more harm 
to come to you. So I won't be far, kid." I felt his hand pat my head and I glanced up. 


He grinned down at me before walking out the door, leaving me confused on my bed. Perhaps the 
man was more perceptive than I have given him credit for. 


My hand brushed against the coat that was secured under my pillow, and my eyes widened. I 
didn't go see Demyx yesterday. I was so distracted by my fearful thoughts that I had somehow 
forgotten to go visit. 


O0.0.0.0.0 


The look on Demyx's face when I walked into the room filled my tired body with glee. The fear 
that had plagued me for the past couple days started to dissipate just as soon as I saw his smile. I 
had no idea how I had possibly forgotten to visit. 


"Zexy! You're back!" My blond ran over with a look of pure happiness on his face, and it filled 
me with the same emotion. In the back of my mind I hoped that I was the one that put that 
overjoyed smile on his face. Demyx opened up his arms to hug me, but then he seemed to rethink 
his action and dropped his arms. 


My heart dropped when I realized he wasn't going to try and hug me, most likely because I always 
tried to evade his attempts. The dull pain of my heart burn began to claw its way up my chest and 
into my throat, creating tears in my eyes. I didn't want him to stop. Even if I couldn't handle the 
touch for long, I didn't want him to stop trying. His efforts made me feel wanted. 


Before I could question my own actions, I quickly stepped forward and wrapped my arms tight 
around the taller blond. For a moment it was peaceful, my face was nestled up against his chest, 
breathing in the faint scent of vanilla. It didn't take more than a second before warm arms wrapped 
around my shaking body, and I was pleasantly surprised that I was not immediately overwhelmed 


by my panic. My eyes fluttered closed, and I felt like I could finally fall asleep. I couldn't 
remember the last time I had allowed myself to be held like this. 


Demyx was so warm. 


But the tranquil feeling began to fade as soon I began to smell those old cigarettes. My nose 
twitched and I quickly pulled away before my mind filled with panic once again. As soon as I 
pulled away I longed to be back in his arms, but that was a weak and foolish thought. I was not a 
child. Just because I was scared did not mean I needed to be held and kissed better. Though the 
more I tried to reason away the deep longing, the stronger it seemed to become. 


Wait... Kissed? That's absurd! Where on earth did that come from? I do not want that overly 
happy blond to come anywhere near me with those lips. A furious blush tainted my cheeks, and 
since I found it impossible to control I hastily hid my face. I tried not to run when I moved past 
Demyx towards the couches. The absurd thoughts only made my heart burn worse and I found 
myself wondering if I should ask Axel for some medication for it. 


Roxas and Ven were sitting and chatting on one of the many couches. It really seemed like they 
were purposely not looking in Demyx and I's direction. I raised an eyebrow and was about to say 
something when I felt Demyx's hand wrap around my wrist. It took everything I had not to yank 
my wrist out of his grip. 


I turned towards him and then gingerly removed his hand from my wrist. 


The hand I had detached then moved up towards my face, and I tried not to twitch away when he 
used it to lift up my chin. I blinked, "Demyx what are you doing?" 


His eyes were not as happy as they had been only moments earlier. Instead they were swamps of 
concern that were examining every inch of my face. I inwardly cursed myself for not putting any 
effort into my appearance this morning. Why I cared what he thought of my looks, I had no idea. 


"Man. You look like death warmed over." 
I frowned, trying not to be humiliated by my messy state. "Brilliant observation." 


"You're not dying or anything are you?" I was suddenly pulled against his chest, "Don't die Zexy! 
You're so young!" 


Before panic could overwhelm me, I pulled myself out of his warm arms. "Surely I do not look 
that awful, Demyx." 


"Are you sick Zexy? Oh, maybe that is why you didn't come by yesterday?" Those big aqua eyes 
gleamed with curiosity and concern, and were rather hard not to stare at. 


I chewed my lip, wondering what I should say. I couldn't just come out and say that I hadn't slept 
in days because I was terrified out of my mind. '"... Yes. That is why I failed to come by. I 
apologize for my absence, I know you wanted to continue teaching me how to play but I had no 
way to tell you that I wouldn't be visiting." 


Demyx grinned, "Is that your way of asking for my phone number?" 


"What?!" I had no idea that I was even capable of blushing this much. I planted a deep scowl on 
my face in a sad attempt at hiding my embarrassment. My reaction was actually more 
embarrassing than the question itself. Behind us, I could hear the twins laughing it up at said 
reaction. 


I coughed and tried to recover some of my pride, "Pardon me, Demyx. I meant to say, it would be 
very helpful if I had a way to contact one of you in the future." 


My hand was opened and a small piece of paper was placed onto my palm, "Here you go, and 
don't be afraid to call. I'll answer anytime for you, Zexy." His words were soft and his eyes told 
me he was genuine. 


I watched his eyes, almost hypnotized by their blue depths. He returned by gaze and squeezed my 
hand, making me wince slightly before I wrapped my fingers around the scrap of paper. Demyx 
seemed to notice and looked more closely at my hands, "Hey what happened? Geez, did you get 
in a fight with a cat or something?" He lifted my hand to examine the band aids that covered my 
palm. 


"Of course not, I don't own a cat." I pulled my hands back quickly, "It's just a few minor 
scratches. Nothing to make a big deal of." 


The quick riff of a guitar stopped Demyx's response, and we both looked over at Roxas. The 
small blond had pulled out his guitar and was playing with a small smile on his face, his hand 
moving quickly along the strings. I hadn't heard Roxas play before, and I found that I was actually 
quite impressed. 


Roxas looked up and winked at Demyx, making me frown. The taller blond suddenly grinned and 
turned back towards me, "Let's dance Zexy!" 


Before I could refuse, he had his arm around my waist and a hand holding my own. "W-Wait I 
never agreed to thi-" My words were drowned out by the blond's joyful laughter, and I found that 
I couldn't refuse when it clearly was making him happy. But I had no idea how to dance. 
"Demyx, I-I don't know what I'm doing." Roxas kept playing in the background and had even 
begun to sing. 


"The room left them moving between you and I, 
We forgot where we were and we lost track of time, 
And we sang to the wind as we danced through the night." 


His arm tightened around my waist and held me close, but I noticed that he kept me at a slight 
distance. My eyes widened. Was he doing that for my benefit? The only direct contact between us 
was his arm around me and our hands entwined, and I found that I could bite my lip and bear the 
slight panic that it brought. He grinned down at me and held a little tighter before he began to spin 
us around the room. I clung to him with my spare arm, and tried not to trip over my own feet as he 
danced me around. 


Ven was laughing and clapping along to the upbeat song. My eyes were pulled from him when 
Demyx twirled me suddenly, and I had to grab ahold of his shoulder to keep myself from falling. 
The constant movement was keeping me from focusing on the panic in my belly however, and I 
found myself able to laugh. Demyx looked surprised for a moment, before he smiled down at me 
in a way that I couldn't explain. My quiet laugh died down and I raised my eyebrow at him. 


His eyes sparkled, then simply gripped my waist and continued to spin around the room with me. I 
noticed him begin to sing along quietly, and wished that he was the only one singing. 


"Ay oh ay oh ay oh ay, 


And the voices rang like the angels sing, 


We're singing... 

Ay oh ay oh ay ohay, 

And we danced on into the night." 

"Roxy baby! I knew that was you! I would know your voice anywhere... Zexion?" 


The guitar had stopped suddenly, and I gasped quietly when my eyes were met by very surprised 
acid green. I knew it was far too late to hide now. 


"Axel?" Roxas was biting his lip, and kept glancing in my direction nervously. 


Demyx paused in the middle of twirling me and looked over at the red headed nurse that had 
walked into the room. "Oh Axel!" A relaxed grin fell across his cheeks, "Are you here for 
Roxas?" 


When Axel didn't respond, the tall blond's smile faded. He glanced at me quickly before 
squeezing my hand. "Damn... Hey don't be mad or anything, he hasn't really done anything 
wrong. We really enjoy having him visit us!" 


"Demyx..." Roxas groaned and put his head in his hands. 


"He has come down here more than once? Roxas?" I couldn't make eye contact with Axel, but 
from his voice he sounded pissed off and maybe even a little hurt. 


"That's... Well. It's not a big deal or anything, Axel. We kept an eye on him." Roxas stood up and 
started to walk closer to Axel. 


"That isn't the point, Roxas. Do any of you know what would have happened if he was caught 
down here on my watch? Not only would he have gotten in trouble, but I could have been fired!" 
I winced at the angry tone to his voice, but I didn't expect to be grabbed by the arm and dragged 
out of the room. Demyx and Roxas were standing frozen in the middle of the room, with guilty 
looks on their faces. 


The red head kept a tight grip on my arm as he stomped down the hallway. I frowned and tried to 
pull my arm away, "Look, I know you're upset but let go of my arm. I can walk by myself, Axel." 
I was rewarded with silence. Panic struck my belly, and I tried harder to free my arm. Demyx 
would have let go of me. He wouldn't have ignored my pleas to be let go. 


I couldn't get away. 


This was different then having my hand held by Demyx. With that I had some control; I could pull 
my hand away at any time. But now my control was quite forcefully taken from me, and I was left 
at the mercy of my captor. I was powerless, and every attempt I made to yank my arm away only 
fueled my helplessness. 


There was no escape. 


When he pulled me into the stairwell I saw a dark figure standing above us on the stairs. The area 
darkened and I desperately pulled at my arm. By now Axel had stopped walking and was looking 
at me, but his hold on my arm was still strong. With every breath I took the shadow got closer, and 
in a matter of seconds it was directly in front of me. Hot breathe that stank of cigarettes hit my 
cheeks, and yellow eyes bore harshly into my soul. 


I screamed, "Stop! Please no... Don't touch me!" 


With every ounce of strength I could muster, I swung my fist out at the shadow. It's hold on me 
vanished, letting me quickly back away, but there was no ground behind me. My foot only hit air 
when I tried to back up. My whole body soon was falling back into the empty air, and as darkness 
clouded my vision all I could think was that I had gotten away. 


O.0.0.0.0 


I was woken up by the ungodly loud creak of an old door opening. My mind felt foggy, and it 
was rather hard to put many coherent thoughts together. When I opened my eyes I was met with 
blinding white light. I groaned and tried to use my arm to cover my sensitive eyes from the cruel 
light, but my arm wouldn't move. My mind was too muddled to bother worrying over anything. 


My eyes drifted down and I noticed someone was there holding my hand. I squinted, "Mum?" My 
voice was weak, and it came out barely above a whisper. The small woman was leaning on the 
bed, her head rested upon her arms. Silvery white hair was covering her sleeping face and flowed 
down her back. My hand was being held while she slept, bringing a quiet smile to my face. I 
hadn't seen her in weeks. 


Out of the corner of my eye someone moved, and I weakly turned my head to inspect the 
newcomer. A tall older man brought a chair over to my bedside and sat himself down. I raised a 
curious eyebrow at the man, "I don't know you." The obvious statement made the man chuckle. I 
narrowed my eyes at him and tried to focus. 


The man had striking orange eyes but otherwise he appeared to be harmless. I was never fond of 
facial hair however. My thoughts couldn't focus, and I found myself thinking about when was the 
last time I had shaved. When I realized the man was talking I perked my senses up and tried to pay 
attention. 


"How are you feeling, Zexion?" 
I mumbled out an answer, "Cloudy." 


He nodded and reached up to a machine to adjust some dials. "That would most likely be your 
pain medication. I'll lower it so you don't feel so fuzzy." 


"Who are you?" 


The man spared me a kind smile, "Around here they call me Ansem the Wise, but that is awfully 
formal. You can just call me Ansem. I am a psychiatrist in this hospital, and I heard about your 
incident from Axel. He was very concerned about you, and asked me to consider taking a look at 


" 


you. 
I blinked slowly, not understanding what he was talking about. 


Thankfully, he noticed my confusion and simply continued. "From what I have observed and read 
about you Zexion, I feel that you need more help than Dr. James previously thought. James is a 
good doctor, but it seems like he is also the wrong doctor for you. For these reasons, I have 
decided to make you one of my patients from now on. Don't worry, you won't have to leave your 
current ward, I made sure of that. It wouldn't do to stress you even further." 


"...Where am I?" My eyes narrowed. 


He patted my shoulder in a comforting manner, "You are in the hospital, Zexion. Don't worry; 
you don't have any serious injuries. When you panicked in the stairwell you fell down a flight of 
stairs, and suffered a broken arm, a concussion, and some minor cuts and bruises. But those will 


heal over time; I am more concerned about your mental welfare." 


I sighed and was about to start explaining that I was just fine, when an angry voice spoke up 
beside me. "Zexion, I hope you are not planning on saying that you are fine." My mother sat up 
and pushed her long hair out of her face. She stared me down with her bright aqua eyes, daring 
me to say anything. I flinched and simply nodded. She was such a head strong woman, it's no 
wonder who I got my stubbornness from, but she was a very sweet and doting mother. 


"Ritz, may I call you Ritz?" My mother nodded stiffly, "I will be visiting your son once a day 
from now on. There are some sessions that I might require you to attend as well, but I will let you 
know in advance. Zexion is in good hands, don't worry." 


I groaned, covered eyes with my non broken arm and tried to will myself back to sleep. 


Chapter seven 


My head thumped against the icy glass window, messy slate hair blocked half of my vision while 
my free eye studied the building that our car was steadily approaching. The large brick structure 
appeared almost homey from the outside. If it wasn't for the sign that clearly read 'Gainsborough 
Institute’ you would never guess that it was a psychiatric institution. Bursts of dark evergreens 
surrounded it, blocking out some of harshest rays of sunshine. The flora across the front lawn was 
groomed perfectly, with fairly strong scented flowers filling the area closest to the building. 


Even from inside the car the scent made my nose twitch. However homey they tried to make this 
place appear, it was still an institution. I was still being forced back into it. Gloom filled my tired 
body as we passed through the main gates. 


Mother parked the car directly in front of the entrance, and reached over to squeeze my hand 
before she stepped out. Looking out of the window after her, I could see Namine patiently 
standing with a taller woman in front of the main doors. My eyes narrowed when they looked 
over and waved at me. 


When I didn't immediately follow my mother out, she came back, opened the side door and 
kneeled down to meet my gaze. Her kind sea foam eyes locked into mine, and seemed to be trying 
to relay a message that everything was going to be okay. I looked away quickly, my eyes losing 
the harshness that I had been holding onto. She had always been the only person who could see 
me behind my blank mask. 


"Hey," She whispered with a calm smile. "I promise this is for the best, Zex. I wouldn't insist on 
this if I wasn't absolutely sure." 


I glanced at her and then down at my knees, "I don't believe there is anything wrong is me, and I 
take offense that you all refuse to believe that." My words sounded so fragile; even I had trouble 
believing them. 


The past years flashed through my mind; the panicked episodes, worried phone calls home from 
my school, and all of my irrational fears. Perhaps I wasn't okay. That wasn't exactly easy to admit, 
however, my pride wanted to keep the knowledge locked away. 


Besides, I had no idea why I wasn't okay. Nothing in my past seemed to explain it; I had a 
relatively normal childhood. If even I didn't know what was wrong with me, then how was that 
man Ansem supposed to help me? 


Mother's face showed that she clearly didn't think that I believed my words, but she just sighed in 
response. Her small hand wrapped around mine, and helped me out of the car. I was careful to 
guide my casted arm out of the car without bumping it. 


The building looked no different than the first time I stood here in front of it, and I didn't know 
why I expected it to. The same ivy was crawling up the sides and the same well washed windows 
shone in the sun. It had been weeks since I had first stood in front of these doors. 


My eyes darted upwards, hoping beyond reason that I would catch a glimpse of Demyx in the 
second story windows. But of course, it is well into the afternoon; my energetic blonde would 
have gone home hours ago. I could feel my shoulders drop, regardless. There was a part of me 


that had been clinging to the hope that he would be here. 


My heart burned and there was suddenly heaviness in my throat. The past few days there had 
been nothing to do but sleep and think. The only visitors I had had were my mother and various 
doctors; which left me oddly disappointed. I don't know why I hoped Demyx would come by; 
since he now knows I'm actually a patient in this psychiatric ward. The burning in my chest only 
intensified as I tried to go over any other reason why Demyx wouldn't come to visit, but I kept 
landing on that one answer. 


He knows. That's why he didn't go visit me. 


I had spent weeks with him up on the second floor, enjoying his company and his spirit, but I had 
been reluctant to reveal that I was a patient here. After all, who wants to be friends with a mental 
patient? Now that he knows the truth, he must be angry that I never said anything after all the time 
we spent together. 


I squeezed mother's hand and tried to banish those thoughts. There was no reason for me to care 
whether or not Demyx was mad at me, or whether he came to see me. 


She led me to the front steps and handed off a bag with a few of my things to Namine. The 
spritely blonde had her hair pulled back with a few stray bangs hanging down that framed her face 
nicely. My eyes were drawn to them; they reminded me of the stray strands of hair that edged 
Demyx's face. I began to wonder if his hair was as soft as it looked... 


"Hello? Are you alright, Mr. Ishida?" My ears perked up at the new voice addressing me. The 
woman next to Namine smiled at me like I was her own child when I looked up to meet her gaze. 
I simply narrowed my eyes at her suspiciously. If she was an employee of this institution then I 
had not seen her so far. 


Dainty curls of chestnut fell down her shoulders and long strands framed her own face. I frowned 
as I inspected her. She was not wearing a doctor's coat or nurse scrubs; instead she wore a pale 
pink skirt with a matching jacket. I definitely had not seen her before. 


Her bright lime eyes seemed to be studying my own, to which I only narrowed my eyes further. It 
seemed like she was waiting for a response, which I really was not in the mood to give. Before I 
could give the cross response I wanted, an elbow jabbed into my side. 


I glared at my mother, rubbing my side while she smiled politely up at the woman. " Aerith, it's so 
nice to see you again." She wrapped one of her deceptively strong arms around my shoulder, but 
didn't resist when I twitched away. "I know you've been gone, so let me introduce my smarty- 
pants son, Zexion." Her smile was two parts pride and one part gloom; which is to expect when 
you are surrendering your only son to a psychiatric institution for the second time. 


Lime eyes regarded my mother fondly, "Oh, It's been much too long Ritz." It seemed like these 
two knew each other, but I couldn't recall my mother ever mentioning her. This Aerith seemed to 
catch my curious gaze and smiled pleasantly down at me. "My goodness, I haven't seen you since 
you were in diapers! You've grown up so much." She looked like she was resisting reaching over 
and pinching my cheeks. 


Mother grinned widely and leaned her head on mine, "Aerith here is an old friend of mine. She 
also happens to own this institution; it has been passed down in her family for generations! I really 
wished you could have met her sooner Zex, but she was gone on business." 


Said owner smiled brighter, obviously very proud of her institute. "Yes I'm sorry I wasn't about to 
meet you when you came to us before, Zexion." Her lime green eyes softened, "We will take 


good care of him, don't worry Ritz." 


My mother nodded before turning towards me, her smile dropping. Her eyes were misty with 
unshed tears and it looked like she was trying to decide whether to hug me or not. 


I simply sighed and patted her head; which was too easy since we were both the same height. 
"Bye, mom." 


She smiled sadly, and ruffled my hair back. "I'll see you soon, Zex." 


Namine had been patiently standing to the side waiting for us, and now opened the door to let 
Aerith and me through. I cast one last look at my pale haired mom before I sulked through the 
door. The two women walked on either side of me, both trying to make conversation as we 
walked through the long white halls towards the stairwell. 


Aerith was trying to re iterate some of the rules the institution had, probably because I had been 
sneaking to the second floor. I paid attention, for informative purposes, but I didn't plan on 
following most of the rules she was listing off. There is very little to do in this place, so I need all 
the entertainment I can get. 


When we stepped onto the 3rd floor, Aerith paused. "I really should get back and finish up some 
release paperwork," She knelt down slightly to get on my eye level. Hard sapphire was met with 
gentle lime. "If you need me for anything just let any of the nurses know alright? You can come 
by my office anytime; with permission of course. I am going to do my best to help you, Zexion." 


I hesitated, but then figured that she seemed genuinely kind and I had no reason to be suspicious. 
At the same time, I figured that perhaps I could try helping myself. If I worked on my problems by 
myself, then I wouldn't have to admit them or talk about them with anyone. So I steeled my 
nerves, planted my feet and rigidly stuck out my hand. "It was nice to meet you Mrs. 
Gainsborough. And thank you for the offer, but it won't be necessary." 


Her surprised face was quite comical, but instead of hiding her surprise she smiled, laughed, and 
shook my hand. "It's wonderful to meet you too. I really am looking forward to seeing you again, 
and I do hope the next time we meet it won't be because you broke a bunch of rules." Her eyes 
glittered with amusement. 


I tried to shake her hand. I really did. But as soon as the contact lasted longer than a few seconds, 
my nose was filled with the stink of cigarettes. I was endlessly grateful when she let my hand go, 
because if she hadn't I was sure I would have an attack. 


So far the only people I could handle minor touches like that with were mother and Demyx. My 
hand felt tingly as I recalled how rough his fingertips were against mine. Oddly enough, 
remembering the pleasant feelings from those touches with Demyx were enough to eliminate the 
stink from the air. 


Aerith waved and began making her way up the stairs, while Namine and I exited into the familiar 
white washed walls of ward 6. 


My feet shuffled along beside Namine. I was greatly disappointed that even when I had mentally 
readied myself for the handshake, my reaction was far from normal. Was I really that far gone? 


We walked in silence down the hallway, which was a nice change of pace. Namine's conservative 
heels' clicking was the only sound that was heard. I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye, 
noting how alike her and Xion's features were. However, Xion was rather playful, while the polite 
blonde walking next to me seemed more reserved. 


She noticed my gaze and tilted her head, "Yes? Oh, would you like to go straight to your room or 
to the common room? I actually am about to start-" Her eyes widened suddenly and she froze, 
"I'm sorry! I forgot to let you know that you have a roommate now." 


I stared at her blankly, hoping I had heard her wrong. "Pardon me?" 


The small blonde began digging through files in her briefcase, "I'm sure I have it somewhere..." 
A few stray papers fell from her grasp and skittered across the floor. Some appeared to be simply 
paperwork, but others looked like they had been torn from a sketchbook. I could see colored 
pencil drawings of various people and a few sketches of animals. 


She seemed to be getting rather flustered, so I knelt down and began picking up the stray papers. I 
tried not to make it obvious I was peeking at the random tidbits of patient information. The next 
paper I grabbed made my eyes go wide; after all, I would recognize that eccentric hairstyle 
anywhere. The drawing showed Demyx sleeping soundly against a large tree with his guitar lying 
beside him. There wasn't much of a background to give me any idea where this had taken place. 


A flare of anger rose up out of nowhere. I wanted to know how and why Namine had gotten a 
chance to draw this. Did they know each other outside of this institution? I glanced over at the girl, 
who was still digging through her briefcase, and felt a strange constricting pain colliding with the 
anger that was in my chest. This felt strangely like jealousy, but that didn't make any sense. Why 
would I be jealous that Namine gets to spend time with Demyx outside of this ghastly place and I 
don't? 


With a small cry of success she lifted out a few papers from the case. "Here we go! I'm sorry for 
that, Zexion." Her bright eyes darted across the paper, "So your new roommate's name is 
Marluxia, how unique. He got here just this morning, and I actually think I met him briefly. He 
seems very polite, I'm sure you two will get along just fine." 


Still kneeling down, I handed her most of the papers she dropped but kept the drawing of Demyx 
tucked behind the arm that was in the cast. 


Namine took the papers, smiling in her polite way. "Thank you, that was very helpful." The 
pleased gleam in her eye made me wonder if I was going to get a point for this. Though, she 
certainly wouldn't give me one if she knew I had swiped that drawing of Demyx. Said drawing 
crunched slightly under my cast as I stood up, but thankfully she didn't seem to notice. 


It bothered me that she didn't seem to mind that I was ignoring her. She simply continued 
informing me about my new roommate. But my mind was busy spinning with thoughts of Namine 
spending time with Demyx. What if he held her hand? My own hand clenched as the jealous 
feelings grew rapidly under my skin. 


What if they kissed? 


I immediately banished that imagine from my mind when sharp pains encased my heart, my mouth 
tightened into a straight bitter line. The girl had such big blue eyes and long lashes, I'm sure 
Demyx would find her adorable. I could feel my own hair tickling my nose, and I was sure I 
looked like a stringy haired mess. Of course he would find her more adorable than me; she had 
such luxurious hair, like it had been blessed by the damn sun. 


It took all my willpower to not glare daggers through the disgustingly beautiful girl that was now 
walking in front of me. She looked so dainty, like a flower. I suddenly found myself angered by 
how perfect she seemed to be. 


In the span of ten minutes, I had gone from being indifferent towards Namine to outright hating 


her guts. But what right did I have to be angry? Demyx was certainly allowed to have a life of his 
own; I didn't own him. None of this made any sense. I mean, I didn't even like Demyx in a 
romantic way. 


As I followed Namine down the hallway towards my room, I couldn't stop remembering the warm 
feelings that I had whenever I was in his presence. He made me feel frightened in a strange way, 
but at the same time I craved to be around him and his bubbly smile. But that certainly didn't mean 
I had some sort of crush on Demyx; he was just my friend. 


I didn't like him like that. 
Right? 


Namine turned around once we got to my door and gave me a sickeningly sweet smile. "Here we 
are! Take your time getting settled back in okay? When you are ready, come join us in today's 
group therapy. We are doing arts and crafts!" She opened my door for me, and I tried to hold back 
a glare as I stomped past her into the room. It took all of my self-restraint to not slam the door 
behind me. 


"Hmm... You know, you really look like you want to punch someone in the face." I froze at the 
velvet voice, and looked around. An obscenely tall man with dusty pink hair that fell just below 
his shoulders was stretched out on my bed. 


I raised an eyebrow at who I assumed was my new roommate. "Marluxia I assume? If you 
wouldn't mind moving, you are actually on my bed." 


"Oh I know." Marluxia smirked. 


"Then... Would you mind moving?" My eyebrow twitched in irritation. Who did this guy think he 
was? 


A slow smile spread across his pale cheeks, and threw his legs over the edge of the bed. I tapped 
my foot while I waited for him to move, then quickly began adjusting my blankets that he had so 
rudely messed up. He had chuckled all the way over to his side of the room, before he started 
digging around in a large black suitcase, pulling out various items. 


I sighed, lowering myself down onto the bed before I pulled out the drawing from behind my cast. 
I couldn't help but stare down at it. "I apologize. I am just in a sour mood I suppose. Don't take it 
personally." Now that Namine was gone, the anger was slowly dissipating from my veins, but it 
still left a stain. 


The pinkette chuckled, "Oh, I'm very aware. That's why I thought it would be fun to mess with 
you. Besides," He plopped down on his own bed this time, "It is ungodly boring here and I 
needed a good laugh. How long have you been stuck here?" 


I simply rolled my eyes and let out a dry chuckle. "Longer than I should have been." My voice 
was soft as I admired every one of Demyx's features, pleased that I could use the drawing to study 
his features more closely. I tried to memorize every inch, from the arch of his jaw to his slender 
waist. The lower down his body I examined, the warmer I felt my face get. 


I gulped and was about to push the drawing under my pillow when it was snatched out of my 
fingers. Marluxia tilted his pink head as his eyes curiously examined the paper, and I was too 
embarrassed to speak up at first. I didn't want to make it seem like I cared that he stole my only 
picture of Demyx. 


A grin slowly spread across the pinkette's face, "He's hot, good choice." He had an approving 


tone. I growled, but Marluxia held his hands up to stop me from responding. "Hey relax; I'm not 
going to steal your lover or anything. Besides, I have my eye on that blonde nurse. Do you know 
her?" That grin was still plastered on his face. 


"Who, Namine?" My eyes narrowed as I spat out her name. 


He handed the drawing back to me, "Don't like her? She was the one that held the door open for 
you correct?" A thoughtful look crossed his face and he tapped his chin, "Hmm, no. Cute, but far 
too conservative for me. I prefer the feisty ones." 


"Larxene?" I baulked and the return of his grin told me that I was correct. 


When I gingerly placed the drawing under my pillow for safe keeping, I could hear Marluxia 
chuckle again. "So are you going to give me all the juicy details about him or you going to leave 
me hanging?" 


I choked, "What?" Thankfully I salvaged some of my pride by hiding most of my flushed face 
with my hair and a well-placed hand. "I think you have gotten the wrong idea about my 
relationship with Demyx. Plainly put, there is no romantic relationship between us." 


"Come now, you can't really believe that." Marluxia's surprise looked genuine. "I can tell just by 
how you said his name just now. So full of longing and endearment!" He sighed dramatically and 
fell backwards onto his bed. 


I didn't have a response for that. Did I really say his name with such obvious tenderness? Is it 


possible that I might, might, have some sort of minuscule crush on Demyx? 


I will try to continue to get chapters out in a reasonable amount of time guys. It should be 
easier now that I'm not as sick and my spring semester is over so I have more time to focus. 


= 


See you guys next time! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


